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ringa," he cried with impatience, but there was no
answer to his call, and he ran out into the forest,
repeating the cry again and again. But only the
echoes gave an answer to his pitequs cries.

Soon he met a man driving before him a'herd of
dappled cows of most unusual beauty. " Who is the
owner of these wonderful animals ? " he asked,
surprised out of his anger by his admiration.

" They belong to Rishyasringa," was the herds-
man's answer. The hermit made no reply, but went
on his way with knitted brows, although at a slower
pace.

After a while he met a troop of splendid elephants
bearing ornaments of gold and ivory. " Who is the
owner of these wonderful animals ? " he asked, and
this time he was not in the least surprised to receive
the answer, " They belong to Rishyasringa."

The hermit put his hand to his head and stood
in the middle of the road in a state of utter bewilder-
ment. As he stood wondering a chariot, all inlaid
with' gems and drawn by four swift horses, came
swiftly along the highway. " Who is the owner of
this noble chariot ? " he asked, and he was less
surprised than ever to receive the answer, " It
belongs to Rishyasringa. To-day the young man
weds the beautiful Kanta, the daughter of the King
of the Angas."

Thereupon the charioteer drove swiftly away and
left the hermit standing there alone, and thinking
very deeply.